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CHAPTER 1 


Rylan 


I watch her from a distance, starting to feel like a creep. I 
don’t even know who she is, where she came from or what 
she’s doing here. 


But I have to have her. 


I’ve never found myself so attracted to a woman before, so 
pulled in like a magnet. Even without speaking with her, I 
know with one hundred percent certainty that her voice is 
going to make my cock rock hard and that I’m going to 
want to take her. Hell, I already need to take her. 


ul Sir?" 


I look up, being annoyingly pulled from my trance, as I 
check to see who was crazy enough to interrupt me when 
I’m clearly focused on what’s more important than anything 
in the world right now...her, only to find the word came from 
Rand, my second in command. 


"What?" I bark, not feeling in a particularly good mood after 
his interruption. 


"Should I send in the next person applying for the 
position?" he asks. 


A moment passes where I don’t immediately answer, my 
eyes returning to where they were just fixated as my vision 
pierces the glass wall that separates my office from the 
sight of what I want more than anything in the world 
right...her. 


"Send her in immediately," I command, still taking in the 
sight of absolute perfect feminine beauty. I don't even need 
to ask whether Rand knows who I'm talking about because I 
haven’t taken my eyes off her since she walked in to the 
waiting area to be interviewed. 


He takes a file from the pile of applicants and places it in 
front of me before walking out. My gaze shifts to Rand, 
tracking him like one predator tracking another as it closes 
in on the prey that the first predator has already identified, 
and claimed, as its own. 


Rand’s mouth moves, but I can’t make out the words. 
Whatever they were it causes her to stand, and in turn 
causes my eyes to rake across her body. 


And what a body it is. Even in her slightly loose and 
professional clothes, she can’t hide the fact that she’s curvy. 
Her shirt hangs around breasts I already know will be a 
spectacular sight and her waist curves down to full-figured 
hips— the hips I can’t wait to hold when we’re both in the 
throes of ecstasy, consumed by each other. 


I smirk knowing she’s getting up to come into my lair to 
come and see me, but that smirk immediately turns to a 
snarl when I witness Rand place a hand on the small of her 
back as he guides her to the door. I grit my teeth, fighting 
the urge to walk out and break his hand for touching what’s 
mine. But I control my urges. No need to scare the kitten 
before even getting a chance to see just how sharp her 
claws feel when they’re scraping across my back as I make 
her call out my name in a moment of intense passion, lust, 
and desire. 


As she walks towards the office door, closing the distance 
between us by the second, I feel myself getting 
uncomfortably hard. Her hair is tied back into a ponytail, 


exposing her delicate features, high cheekbones, and my 
eyes skate down to those incredibly lush lips. 


I’ve never felt this sort of instant pull to anyone before. 
Never in my life have I been so attracted to someone like 
this...my need so...primal. I have no clue how she’s caused 
me to feel so obsessed, so possessive about her, especially 
considering I haven’t even heard what most certainly will 
be the angelic tones of her voice...yet. 


My eyes narrow as she takes in a deep breath, and then 
exhales it slowly, before pushing the door open and walking 
in. 


My gaze is intense, laser focused on her. It feels good 
watching her without a piece of thick glass between us. The 
glass now out of the way only serves to confirm what I 
already knew...she's beautiful. Even more beautiful when 
she's standing less than five feet away from me. 


I inhale, taking in her scent, a unique blend of vanilla and 
flowers. She smells like an orchid garden in full bloom. It 
makes me notice how hard my dick has grown and how 
much I want to claim her, keep her safe in my arms, and 
protect her forever. 


“Good morning, Mr. Reed," she says and I resist the urge to 
jump over my desk and make her mine right here and now. 
Her voice is sweet and slightly short of breath. And I can 
already imagine how she’ll sound moaning underneath me. 


"Sit," I say, taking in her features as she sits in the chair 
opposite me. She swallows what I assume is nerves and I’m 
transfixed by the movement her delicate throat makes as 
she moves it up and down, perusing her as she places her 
bag in her lap. 


I don't say anything. I just take in the sight of pure feminine 
beauty, the most beautiful woman who’s ever stepped foot 
in my office, or my world. 


When she cocks her head at me inquisitively, as if to ask, 
“When is this interview going to begin,” I realize just how 
much time I’ve spent staring at her and I look down at the 
file Rand placed in front of me before he walked out. 


My thumb slowly peels back the manila cover, as if inside 
I’m going to find answers to the multitude of questions I 
have about this woman who’s come into my world and so 
thoroughly and completely flipped it upside down. The first 
thing I see is her name. 


Dahlia. 
She smells like flowers and she’s named after one too. Apt. 


"Dahlia," I say, testing the name on my tongue. It sounds 
like heaven but my thoughts are laced with sin, and I 
already know this is the name I want to say on the day of my 
wedding when I’m asked to recite my vows. 


I look up and see her staring at me with those beautiful 
blue eyes of hers as I practice the name that I’m going to be 
growling out in the heat of the moment sooner rather than 
later. She quickly averts her eyes and I smirk. If I wasn't 
already sure that she was the one, her innocent expression 
in this cold, hard world has just confirmed it. 


“You're hired," I say, watching her face so as to catch her 
reaction. 


She looks up with her topaz orbs with depths and secrets 
greater than the sea. I can’t wait to uncover each of those 
secrets and make myself her confidante. "Sir? I-I'm hired?" 
she asks. 


"You're hired. You start tomorrow." 


I watch as a beautiful smile takes over her face. It’s 
mesmerizing. A shot of pride surges through my veins 
knowing I’m the one who’s put that smile there. And I’m the 
one who’s going to keep putting smiles on her face into 
eternity. 


"Thank you, Mr. Reed. I promise you that you won't regret 
it" Dahlia pledges then stands. For a brief moment, she 
looks unsure of what to do next. Then she turns to me and 
asks, "Can I leave now, sir?" 


"You can," is my short response. My eyes don’t leave her as 
she walks to the door. Her pantsuit does nothing to hide her 
generous backside, and her thick thighs that rub against 
each other. I swallow and close my eyes, leaning back in my 
chair as I exhale the breath I didn’t realize I was holding in. 
I can’t wait to claim her fully...and it’s only a matter of time. 


"Rand," I say into the intercom, just before he quickly 
scurries in. 


"Find out everything there is to know about her. 
Immediately." 


CHAPTER 2 


Dahlia 


I let out a deep breath as soon as I leave the office. The 
breath I hadn't dared release when I was in there. 


The whole thing happened so quickly! One minute I was 
looking through the glass, trying to decipher what was 
going on—not that I could even see anything. The next 
minute, this tall and intimidating man was telling me I was 
supposed to go in. 


I look down at my clammy hands and take in another long 
and deep breath then let it out. I’ve never felt so awed by 
someone, but at the same time so drawn in by them. I’ve 
heard so many rumors about Rylan Reed. But nothing, 
absolutely nothing prepared me for the man I saw in front 
of me seconds ago, and now visions of him are still very 
much lingering in my brain. 


I smile absently at the man who let me into Mr. Reed's office 
as he shows me out, still reeling from the whole encounter. I 
can't even bring myself to be happy about the fact that I 
was hired. Sure I'm excited. But my thoughts are still 
centering themselves on the man who hired me. 


When I walked into the office, I had no idea what kind of 
man I was going to see behind the desk. He was private, 
preferring not to put up any pictures of himself anywhere. 
Everything I’d imagined didn’t do the man himself one bit of 
justice. 


When I got in and he looked up at me, it was almost like 
everything stopped, his gaze pulling me in...dragging me in 
and holding me captive. 


I didn't want to look away. I almost thought I couldn't, like 
my eyes were permanently fixed on him from that point 
forward. But I did. 


I’ve never seen someone with eyes as captivating as those. 
His smoky grey orbs seemed to speak to me, tell me things 
that I’d never heard before and give me answers to 
questions I’d never even asked. I don't know how I 
managed to stay calm. I don't even know how I managed to 
properly introduce myself to start the interview, if you can 
even call what just happened an “interview”. 


The whole time in there was nerve-wracking. I kept 
expecting him to look up at me and just say that I should 
leave his office. I knew he was a rigid man. The online news 
sites I studied in preparation for this meeting said so... his 
former employees said so. Everybody said so. 


When he left my greeting unanswered, my fears grew even 
more. I felt my stomach tighten and an acidic taste in my 
mouth, wondering if this morning’s light breakfast was on 
its way back up at the most inopportune time humanly 
possible. But I gritted my teeth and tightened my fists, 
forcing myself to show this alpha male that I had resolve 
too. I wasn’t about to let the nerves that were overtaking 
me, the cold sweat that I felt dripping down my spine and 
the goosebumps that covered my arms, spoil my chance to 
work alongside this powerful, older man who could teach 
me so much. The thought of blowing my opportunity to not 
only absorb even just a fraction of this man’s knowledge 
and experience would be something I’d regret forever if I 
couldn’t get my knees to stop wobbling and untie my 
tongue. Not to mention I had rent and bills to pay. 


I was barely keeping my head above water these days. 
Even if he fired me after a week at least that was another 


week I could survive. And if my employment was 
unfortunately cut short, I’d still work my fingers to the 
bone, ready to grind all day long just so I could get a good 
reference from a man who’s seal of approval was worth its 
weight in gold. Just having his company name on my 
resume would open doors previously shut off to people like 
me. 


His eyes stalked me like he was a lion on the Serengeti, and 
I was the lone zebra who’d gotten lost from the herd...and 
was about to be devoured. Rylan Reed was focused in on me 
with those enchanting grey eyes, with a display of 
unmatched intensity that I’d never seen before. Curvy girls 
like me are ignored by men like him. They don’t even give 
us the time of day, let alone the panty melting stares that 
could make the hands on a clock stand still..like he was 
giving me. 


I was torn. I didn't know whether to stay there and watch 
him watch me, or to just hightail it out of there. On one 
hand, his dangerous vibes were warning me to turn and 
run, to stay away from a no holds barred businessman such 
as himself. But on the other they were mesmerizing me, 
pulling me in like a Venus flytrap even though I knew that 
meant his jaws would soon snap shut, controlling my entire 
existence. 


Then he said my name. " Dahlia." 


That single word coming from his lips felt like some kind of 
veneration. I’d never heard anyone call out to me like he 
was Starving and a single word that defined me was the 
only thing that could feed him. I could feel my cheeks 
turning crimson but I fought the urge to start fidgeting in 
my chair like a jumpy schoolgirl as he kept his gaze locked 
in on me before finally looking down at what appeared to be 
my file. 


I was beyond grateful when he did that. Not only did I geta 
brief reprieve from all of his intensity, but I also had the 
chance to study him as much as I wanted to. 


I found myself looking at him deeply when he looked down. 
It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before to say 
the least...looking at the man whom everyone feared, in his 
own element. Yet here he was just sitting an arms length 
away...So Close I could reach out my hand and touch his 
perfectly coiffed hair, not that I would dare to make such a 
fatal mistake. I wasn’t about to lose the job I wasn’t even 
hired for... yet. 


I kept my eyes glued to him, my eyes drifting to his fingers. 
The hand he was using to thumb through my file looked to 
easily be twice the size of mine. 


My gaze drifts down to my own hand, verifying my back of 
the envelope math. My thoughts quickly wander to how it 
would feel to have my tiny hand in his big mitt. How safe, 
protected he would make me feel...even just walking down 
the street, hand in hand. Heck, even if he was just next to 
me, his body would be so much wider and taller than mine. 
And his masculine V-shape would send any would be 
troublemakers to the other side of the street before they so 
much as foolishly thought about causing trouble with him... 
or me, by association. 


I shook my head and looked up again, watching as his eyes 
flitted from side to side. All of a sudden, those grey eyes 
were on me. I panicked and looked down. My cheeks were 
already scorching, but being caught looking at him sent 
them to volcanic lava flowing levels of heat. My skin was a 
shade of crimson before, but the amount of blood rushing to 
my skin now...I can only imagine how blood-red my entire 


face must have looked as I was practically radiating at that 
point. 


Then he said, "You're hired." 


At that moment, I lost my capacity to reason or think. I 
didn't know whether to scream or to cry or to just sit there 
incredulously and stare at him. I almost shot myself in the 
foot when I stuttered out an unnecessary question. I’m 
awkward, that much I already knew, but I didn't realize that 
it could extend to this level. 


My heart was pounding in my chest so fast I suspected the 
man sitting in front of me could see it, causing my palms to 
become sticky with sweat. 


Rylan Reed saw something in me that convinced him I could 
be an asset to his already successful company. Of all people. 
No matter how intimidated I’d seemed and forgetting the 
fact that I’d acted like a nervous wreck during the 
interview. 


There was one thing. He didn't ask me any questions, he 
didn't inquire about anything I'd done in the past that 
qualified me for this position. My internship seemed to 
mean nothing, unless he’d already studied my file in 
advance, which didn’t seem to be the case based on the 
vibe I was getting. It was just really weird, but I wasn’t 
about to look a gift horse in the mouth. 


I take in another deep breath as I walk towards the 
elevator. None of the crazy thoughts going through my 
mind matter, I reassure myself. I’m going to be the best 
personal assistant on earth, and I’m going to make sure 
that the thought of letting me go and replacing me with 
someone else never so much as passes between his ears for 
a single second. 


Now that I have this job I’m going to do whatever it takes to 
keep it, and keep the lights on in my shabby apartment. 
The only question is how am I going to stop myself from 
melting into a puddle every time those grey eyes of his fix 
themselves on me? 


CHAPTER 3 


Rylan 
The next day 


"Sir?" I look up and see Rand staring at me, a file in his 
hands. 


"What's that?" I ask, pointing at the file. It’s almost eight in 
the morning and I know Dahlia is going to be here any 
minute now. I don’t need any distractions, no matter their 
importance. 


"The information you asked for in regards to Dahlia, sir." 


"That's Ms. Stevens to you, Rand. You can leave now," I say 
after he hands over the file. I decide to keep it for later. In 
as much as I want to know everything there is about her, 
seeing her is much more important. Besides, I already have 
a clue on what’s going to be in the file. I’m rarely wrong 
about people, and the only impression I got from Dahlia 
Stevens was her being an innocent, shy and sheltered girl. 


As if my thoughts summoned her, she walks in, flashing a 
smile at Rand. I try to control myself, keeping my gaze on 
her, clenching my fists as I fight the urge to walk over to 
her and tell her I'm the only one allowed to put a smile so 
big and so bright on her face. It's irrational, but the thought 
doesn't leave until she places her bag on her desk. 


I should feel like a creep staring at her through the glass 
walls, and I do, but that doesn't make me stop myself from 
feasting my eyes on her beautiful figure. Today, she’s 
wearing a skirt that does nothing to conceal her curvy body 
and a shirt that shows off her ample chest. 


The skirt sits high on her waist, showing off her stomach, 
which is made to hold my babies, and the curve of her hips. 
When she turns around and gives me a view of her apple- 
bottom ass, I almost burst right there...my cock is straining 
against my suit pants. 


I need to know how her perfect globes would feel against 
my hand. I want to watch them jiggle as I slap them, and 
then jiggle even more as she rides my cock. 


Fuck! I can't wait to make her mine and hear her scream 
my name as we both go over the edge. 


I close my eyes and open them again, struggling to put a lid 
on what little control I have. It's hard but I manage to stay 
still and not move out to Dahlia and demand she show me 
what’s mine already, even if she doesn’t know it yet. 


But I do, and soon she will too...when I claim her as exactly 
that. Mine. I can’t wait to show her off to the world, letting 
everyone on the planet know who she belongs to. 


Me. 


I watch as she picks up a notepad, then walks to the coffee 
machine. A few minutes later, she's coming towards my 
office. I smirk as she nervously enters, then she lets out a 
little shriek, almost spilling the coffee all over herself. 


"Ms. Stevens. Is everything alright?" I ask, frowning a little. 
She doesn't need to know that she’s distracting me and that 
I haven't been able to do anything the whole morning 
because I was thinking of how good she would feel in my 
arms, her lips pressed firmly against my mouth, and then 
wrapped around my cock. 


I look at her pretty neck, strangely fascinated by the 
movement it makes as she swallows nervously. She's saying 


something. I move my focus back to her lips and manage to 
catch her words. 


"I—yes, sir. I just...1 thought you wouldn't be in at this hour," 
she says, as a blush spreads noticeably towards her neck. 


Her voice. The sound of it, a little out of breath makes me 
think of how breathy she would sound when I slide my cock 
into her wet sheath. 


I force myself to think of something else as my eyes roam 
over her body. Then I notice that the hand holding the cup 
of coffee is trembling. I look up at her. 


"Why are you trembling? Are you...scared of me, Ms. 
Stevens?" I ask, leaning back in my chair to enjoy her pretty 
blush. The redness is becoming, bringing her beautiful 
features even more to life. 


"No sir" she stutters, looking everywhere but at me. 
Someone is lying. I smirk. 


“Place the coffee on my desk." She does as I say and steps 
back. "You can leave now." 


She practically runs out of the office and my smirk gets 
broader. This kitten might prove to be a hard chase, but I 
already know that it’s going to be so worth it in the end. 
Besides, I’ve never chased a woman before in my entire life, 
never wanted to...but her? She’s not a woman. She’s my 
woman. And the chase is on. 


I watch her settle into her desk and I decide to go through 
the info Rand gathered. Like I suspected, there wasn’t 
anything out of the ordinary. She’d grown up with her 
parents but was sent to a boarding school. Went to the 
University of Massachusetts and got a degree in business 
administration. Nothing out of the ordinary. 


No mention of any life partner or romantic interests. Good. 
She is mine. I haven't claimed her yet, but she...is...mine. 
And I don't share, and definitely not this woman who’s 
intriguing me even more as time marches on. What’s mine 
is mine. And even though she has no idea yet, or maybe she 
does, there’s no denying that primal attraction between us 
that was ready to be explored. 


I lift my eyes and watch her for a bit more, then I close her 
file and push it away. I have the desire to get to know her 
through her words, not through some words on a paper. I 
want to know what she thinks, what she feels, what she 
needs, what she desires because she decided to confide in 
me and not because of the file in front of me. 


I let my eyes focus on her, following her every movement. I 
already find myself getting addicted to the small gestures 
she makes...squinting her eyes in concentration...biting her 
lip...pulling at her hair. 


At some point, she turns towards the glass wall and looks 
up. It almost feels like she's staring straight at me, then she 
blushes and looks down again, continuing whatever she was 
doing on her computer. 


I let a wide smirk take over my face. There’s no doubt about 
the fact that the attraction isn’t just one-sided. And more 
importantly, I’m going to do everything in my power to 
make her mine. 


And just like my perfect track record of success in 
business...I’m not going to fail. 


But winning her over as mine has nothing to do with the 
competitive fire that drives me in business. This is 
something different, something more. She’s quickly made 


me realize all the money in the world is useless if you don’t 
have someone else to share it with to enjoy life, travel, make 
everlasting memories...and a family, which is what I now, 
after first laying eyes on her, clearly understand is the most 
important thing in life. 


And that’s exactly what we are going to do...together. Make 
a family. Create...us. Forever. 


CHAPTER 4 


Dahlia 


It's been two weeks. Two weeks since I started working for 
Mr. Reed. I’d be lying if I said I’d gotten completely 
comfortable with the man and that I could stare at him 
without becoming a nervous mess but we were getting 
there. 


It wasn't very easy though. 


Every time he turned his stormy grey eyes on me I felt torn. 
I didn't know whether to jump him or just run away. Like 
right now. His beautiful grey eyes are fixed on me and I 
almost don't hear what he’s saying. 


“Cancel the appointment with Kendra Summers," he says 
and I stop writing to look up at him. 


"Sir, are you sure about that?" I ask without thinking. 
Kendra Summers is the head of her own company, and 
according to all the Internet news, she was linked 
romantically with Mr. Reed, even though there were never 
any official sightings or anything like that. Personally I just 
think they were digging for a story that didn’t exist...or at 
least that’s what I hope. 


It wasn't that I didn't want to cancel the appointment. For 
some strange reason, I was feeling possessive about a man 
who hasn't even shown any inclination that he wanted to be 
with me...apart from the long intense stares that he gave 
me, that is. 


And I was sure that I wasn't supposed to be feeling this way. 
Actually, I knew that I wasn't supposed to be feeling this 


way. 


"Are you questioning my decisions, Miss Stevens?" he asks 
with a raised brow and I feel the heat coursing through my 
face. I curse my stupid mouth for blurting whatever it wants 
to and I curse my stupid skin for heating up at every little 
thing. 


"Of course not, sir," is the only thing I murmur, making sure 
not to raise my voice. I don't want it to seem like I’m 
questioning him. 


I write a couple things down, then I blow at a loose tendril 
of hair that escaped from my bun before looking up. Mr. 
Reed is staring at me, an indecipherable look on his face. I 
flush again and shuffle back instinctively as he stands from 
behind his desk. I can tell by the look on his face that he’s 
amused by my action. 


He walks towards me while keeping his gaze on me, and I 
can't bring myself to look away from him. I stare up at the 
man who towers over me and anticipate his next move. 


His eyes are even more beautiful up close. They evoke 
feelings in me that I don't want to consider, that I can't 
consider. I’ve heard about the kind of man he is...the type 
who takes what he wants, damn the consequences. 


I can't damn the consequences though. I’ve worked hard to 
get where I am, and a fling, which was evidently what he 
wanted, wasn’t going to get me to give up all my dreams, no 
matter how tempting the alternative sounded. 


Mr. Reed stares at me with something lurking in the depths 
of his eyes, although I'm not sure what. Then he lifts his 
hand and I flinch, closing my own eyes. 


I feel a soft touch on my face then hear a small, but deep, 
guttural groan. I don't know whether I misheard but I’m 
not going to open my peepers to check. 


"You can leave now, Dahlia," he says and my eyelids raise 
tentatively. I don't know what I was expecting, but it 
definitely wasn’t for him to tell me to leave. 


I don't take any chances though. I walk out of the room and 
go to my workstation, placing my notebook on the table and 
prepare to make all the necessary changes to Mr. Reed's 
schedule. But I can't concentrate on my task. My cheek is 
still burning from where he touched it and I already know 
that I’m going to feel flustered every time I think about his 
hand meeting my face. 


I close my eyes and touch my cheek lightly in the same spot, 
then shake my head trying to force myself back to the 
present, before getting back to work. 


I’m acting like a sixteen-year-old who just discovered that 
her crush likes her back. I know I’m inexperienced, 
completely inexperienced as a matter of fact, but I still have 
to remind myself that it was just a touch. Not a kiss, nothing 
overly sensual at all. A touch on my face. He probably didn't 
mean it as anything but here I am, thinking about it and 
sighing when I’m supposed to be working. 


I rub my face with my hands then power on my computer, 
staring at the screen without even seeing what's on it. Then 
a smile takes over my face. I might try to curb my attraction 
to my boss because he’s just that, my boss, but cancelling 
his "date" with Kendra Summers and getting a little 
attention from him? I was going to be thinking about this 
day for a long time. 


KKK 


I knock at Mr. Reed's door then enter when he tells me to. 
He’s sitting there looking disheveled. His tie is no longer 
draped around his neck, his suit jacket is hung over his 
chair and the first two buttons of his shirt are undone, 
leaving me to stare at his chest, which by all indications, is 
hairy and manly. 


"Yes, Miss Stevens?" he asks pointedly, looking at me and 
raising a brow. I flush. 


I’m so stupid, staring at my boss's chest that I lose my train 
of thought. 


"I’m heading out, sir, and was wondering if you need 
anything?” I ask meekly. 


Mr. Reed doesn't say anything for a while, just observing 
me. I feel like fidgeting but I force myself to stand still. 


"Did you cancel the appointment with Kendra Summers?" 
he asks, and I nod. 


"Yes sir, I did." I don't mention that I did it with glee, that 
the thought of him going out with another woman made me 
angry for reasons not entirely known and that if I had had 
the chance to cancel the appointment all over again, I 
would have done it the second I saw it on his 
schedule...without his permission. 


"Good," Mr. Reed says with a predatory smile. "You’re going 
out with me. You and only you." 


"I beg your pardon, sir?" I splutter, wondering if I had 
misheard. 


"We're going out, the two of us, together," he says in no 
uncertain terms, the smile bending into a smirk. 


My mouth drops open in complete shock and despite my 
best efforts I’m unable to pick my jaw up off the floor. With 
no words coming out, I'm sure I look like a fish. I don't know 
what to say to this man. And I'm scared IIl give the wrong 
answer. One look at him will addle my senses when the only 
thing I should be thinking about is my job. I shouldn't be 
considering his ridiculous proposal, which sounds like a 
cruel prank. 


I'm screwed, and not in the kinda way I wanna be. And I'm 
at a loss for what to say. 


But if it’s real, and I don’t accept, the ultimate joke is on 
me. 


CHAPTER 5 


Rylan 


I watch Dahlia's pupils dilate as soon as I drop my question. 
A myriad of expressions cross her face and I fight the urge 
to smirk, but it’s a losing proposition. 


She’s so easy to read, and it's one of the many things that 
pulls me to her. She can't lie to me, her face would give her 
away every...Single...time. 


"Sir?" she asks, then bites her lip. I fight the urge to pull 
her lip away from her bruising teeth. No one is allowed to 
bruise those lips. Not even her. They’re mine. She's mine. 


"Go out with me, Dahlia," I repeat, our close proximity only 
intensifying my demand. I can see her beautiful skin so 
much better closer, and that beautiful hair...it’s very easy to 
imagine it wrapped around my hand while I take her from 
behind and let her know who she belongs to. 


oo Gi 


"Don't look for excuses, Dahlia. Go out with me," I say 
again. She's looking down so I take her chin and lift it up, so 
she can stare into my eyes. 


"Mr. Reed-" 


"Rylan," I interrupt, watching the splash of color that 
appears on both her cheeks. I fully expect her to look down, 
but to my surprise she purses her lips and keeps looking me 
straight in the eyes as she prepares to respond. 


"Mr. Reed," she states firmly. I hide my smirk. So my little 
kitten does have claws. Interesting. "You're my boss. It 


would be highly unprofessional if I were to accept your 
proposition." 


I didn't expect Dahlia to agree so easily, but I didn't expect 
this much of a fight. She’s been behaving like a docile little 
kitten all this while. And damn if a view of her claws, as tiny 
as they might be, turns me on. I want more of that spirit. So 
I provoke her. 


"What if I fired you?" I ask, watching her closely for her 
reaction, and what I get isn’t quite what I expect. She jerks 
her head and widens her eyes, her face losing all color. 


"Mr. Reed?" she whispers. 


"Dahlia, I wouldn't fire you over this. It’s an abuse of my 
power and clearly wrong." 


I watch as she slowly regains color and I frown. 


"I can't, sir. If you would excuse me," she says then she 
rushes out without waiting for my permission. I curb the 
urge to call her back in, clenching my fingers and 
unclenching them as a means to control myself. Dahlia is 
obviously very fragile and I might have to take baby steps 
with her. 


My eyes track her as she goes to her desk. She looks more 
composed and I watch her send a couple of looks towards 
the office. 


I sit behind my desk and contemplate her. Her color has 
completely returned to her face but she still has that 
panicked look about her. I fight the urge again to call her 
into my office. I don't want to scare her. I need her to want 
this just as much as I do. I don't need her to be pressured 
into whatever we are going to build, even if I suspect she 
wants this as much as I do. 


CHAPTER 6 


Dahlia 


I put my head on my chest to settle my nerves. When Mr. 
Reed asked me to go out with him, I almost thought I was 
imagining things. Did he know I was attracted to him? Did 
he know I had these dirty thoughts about him? Did he know 
that I would have given everything to actually go out with 
him? 


But I’ve worked so hard, too hard to get this job. I’ve busted 
my ass off in school, then I got the best internships just so I 
could get a job in this company. I was just two weeks in. I 
wasn't going to lose my job over something like this. 


There was nothing concrete about Mr. Reed's previous 
relationships in all the tabloids, on all the Internet news 
sites. There were only innuendos. 


I’m at a loss. Was he just a private person or did he really 
have no link to anyone? I very much doubt the latter part. 
Mr. Reed is a sophisticated man, which is why I don't know 
if all he wants is a little fling with me and if he’s going to 
discard me right after. My experience is limited to nobody 
at all, so I can't say whether the smoldering looks he sent 
my way are purely sexual or have a deeper meaning to 
them. Either way, I'm not ready to risk my job, my self- 
esteem, and my feelings just be with this man. It didn't 
matter how appealing he is to me. 


I close my eyes to give myself a respite. I did a good thing, I 
reassure myself. Rejecting Rylan Reed was the best thing to 
do, no matter how bad I felt afterwards. 


I sigh and tuck my hair behind my ear, getting back to 
work. I don’t need him to find a real excuse to fire me. I love 
this job. 


I shake as I hear the intercom calling me back to Mr. Reed's 
office. My heart starts beating in my chest, and I stumble as 
I stand from my seat. I don't know what he wants to say, but 
I’m terrified. And the erratic rhythm of my heart isn’t 
helping matters. 


I walk to his door and knock. When I hear a “come in,” I 
enter. 


It gives me some sense of déja vu. He’s behind his desk, 
wearing just his shirt and the first few buttons aren’t 
fastened. I swallow and look up at his face. 


"Sir?" I say and the sense of déja-vu washes over me again. 
It’s almost like I’m transported back to an hour ago when 
he called me into his office the first time today. 


"I have a proposal for you," he states. I swallow and fight 
the urge to put my hand to my chest in an effort to still my 
heart, which is still beating crazily. 


Role? 


"One date. If it doesn't go well, I won't fire you. And if it 
does, well, you’ll be at my mercy.” He pauses, my future 
hanging in the balance. 


"One...date?" I ask, a little unsure. This man is going to give 
me a heart attack. I don't know if I can take any more of 
these random proposals. 


"One date, Miss Stevens. Just one." 


"T.... agree." I can't even recognize my own voice. It’s so 
small in this moment. The smirk that takes over Mr. Reed's 


face when I agree almost makes me want to take back my 
answer. 


"Great," is the only thing he says, and i can't fight the 
sinking sensation that I’ve made a deal with the devil. 


CHAPTER 7 


Dahlia 


"Seven thirty. I'll pick you up," is the last thing Rylan Reed 
says to me before leaving the office, and he doesn’t wait for 
me to reply or possibly voice that I might have changed my 
mind. 


Today is the first time he’s left work before me and I 
honestly don't know how to feel. 


Okay that's a lie. I’m so terrified. No matter what Mr. Reed 
said or says, I know this whole “thing” just isn't going to 
end after this date. He looks...addictive, like the type of man 
who’ll make you want so much more from him even after 
you think you’ve had your fill. And I’m not sure I want to be 
so dependent on someone, so addicted to the feelings that 
he and only he can give me. 


I sigh as I pack my stuff, ready to go home. I don't even 
know how he’s going to pick me up since he doesn't have 
my address or my number and the idea about this being 
nothing but a cruel joke surfaces in my mind again. 


I brush it off and rush home. Even if this date wasn't 
planned, I need to look my best. That vain part of me that is 
so attracted to him wants me to impress my boss. I want his 
jaw to drop the moment he sees me. 


At exactly seven thirty, I hear the bell ring and I freeze. The 
only thing I need to do is put on my shoes, which I clumsily 
do...almost falling flat on my face in the process. 


Just as I tuck my heel into the final shoe, I rush to the door 
and yank it open. 


There he is, looking absolutely sinful...edible even. He’s 
everything under the sun that I should be avoiding...but 
can't. 


I see his gaze run the length of my body and I can't hide the 
quickly blossoming redness on my cheeks. He peruses me 
like I’m a meal, the look in his eyes making me shiver. 
There’s no doubt that his intense stare is purely sexual and 
when he turns it on me, I feel naked. 


"You look beautiful," he says, and before I have the chance 
to answer, his look drifts down to my feet. I press my toes to 
the floor nervously and fight the urge to fidget when his 
perfect grey eyes look at me in amusement. "No shoes?" 


"I was just about to put them on," I explain, realizing that 
the moment that bell rang I rushed to the door, my mind 
subconsciously walking me through the process of doing 
something that I clearly didn’t do. But...1 remember almost 
falling on my face. How is my mind making up these scenes 
in my head, and making them seem so vivid and 
realistic...just like the idea that this whole “date” is going to 
amount to something. 


The heat on my cheeks is spreading, and I’m sure that I 
look like a ripe tomato. 


As I invite him in, he stops me and hands me something. I 
look down at his gift and take the package hesitantly. "You 
can go on and open it," he says, and I raise a brow at him. 


I carefully unwrap the small, elegant box and to my surprise 
there’s a gold bracelet staring up at me. I look up at him in 
return, and he's looking at me with this look so intense I 
practically feel like I’m intruding on a private moment. "I-I 
can't accept this, sir," I whisper, feeling like if I speak out 
loud it’s going to ruin the moment. 


"Rylan," he corrects, then takes the package from me. I let 
him, noticing the movement of his lips to be strangely 
hypnotic as he says his own name, almost as if the sound of 
it in the air, cloaking me, is asking me to call it out in return. 
"Don't you think it'd be rude to refuse my gift on our first 
date?" Mr. Reed, no Rylan, asks...his mouth going up into a 
small smirk. 


First date. 


Him saying it makes everything more real. I could’ve just 
convinced myself that this was some sort of business 
meeting, but he had to go and say those dreaded words. 
When I look down at my left wrist, the bracelet is fastened. 
Rylan's eyes are focused on my face and it catches me off 
guard when I finally look up from my wrist. 


"T'll just go put on my shoes," I say, looking for an excuse to 
move away from him. 


What’s happening to me? 


CHAPTER 8 


Rylan 


I watch Dahlia slide into her shoes, her beautiful legs 
calling me to caress them, kiss them, and work my way up 
higher...to the place that I really want. 


Her innocence. The place I’m going to fill with my seed, 
breed her, and make our first of many children together. 


When she first opened the door, it was like I’d stumbled 
onto a goddess, her beautiful curves encased in a dress. I 
almost felt like calling off the date and just taking her then 
and there. But I knew she was skittish and she was looking 
for any excuse to call this off. Plus, I want to take her out 
and show her off as what she is...both the most beautiful 
woman in the world, and also...mine. 


"I'm ready," her small voice interrupts my thoughts. Even 
with the heels on, she barely reaches my shoulders. 


We walk towards the door and the urge to kiss her 
overtakes me. I hold her arm and spin her around, causing 
her eyes to widen. 


I lift my hand and touch her face, reverently tracing my 
fingers across her delicate facial features. 


"You're so beautiful," I whisper, then I bend forward and 
place a short kiss on her soft lips, electricity shooting 
through me like never before. 


I want to pin her against the wall and show her who's boss. 
But I want this to be more than just sexual, so after making 
sure she locks her front door I offer her my arm, escort her 
to my waiting “chariot” parked parallel to the sidewalk. 


"Where are we going?" Dahlia asks, and I turn to her witha 
smirk. 


"You'll see," is my cryptic response. 


From the small amount I’ve gathered about her, she doesn't 
like being the center of attention. For the first time in my 
life, I planned a date without the help of an assistant. Dahlia 
is my woman. And I already know I can do anything and 
everything for her, even when she doesn't ask. 


My Ferrari purrs to life as we pull away, but the ride itself is 
silent and I can feel her nerves from my side. 


When we arrive at the location I selected, I put my hand on 
her thigh and squeeze before getting out of the car, 
attempting to calm her. Dahlia's eyes widen when I swiftly 
move to her side and carefully help her out. She looks 
around and barely notices the valet who comes to take my 
key. 


I put a possessive hand on the small of her back and lead 
her into the restaurant, looking down at her to take in every 
one of her reactions to this moment I’ve meticulously 
created for her...for us. 


I nod to the maitre d' and he leads us to a private dining 
room. 


"You rented this out? Just for us to have dinner?" she asks 
breathlessly and I fight that intense urge that surges up 
again to take her right here and now. 


"Are you scared of being here alone with me?" I ask, only 
realizing now that it sounds like she might have wanted the 
comfort of other people around us. 


"No!" she exclaims and I smirk knowingly. "I'm not," she 
continues, but more quietly with her words this time. 


"Take a seat then," I say, pulling her chair out for her. She 
settles in and I sit as well. Let the fun begin. 


CHAPTER 9 


Dahlia 


I'm having fun. In spite of all my misgivings, I'm actually 
enjoying myself. Mr. Reed...Rylan is great company. I was 
scared that it’d be terribly awkward and that we wouldn’t 
have much to say to each other. But it’s the complete 
opposite. 


Rylan is asking me questions about myself, and more 
importantly he actually seems genuinely interested in 
getting to know me and knowing what I want out of life. 


All the innuendos he’s made, all the times he’s checked me 
out with no shame it’s shocking to see this other, more 
caring, side of him. Everything just made me believe that all 
he wanted from me was sex and the only reason I accepted 
to go on this date was to keep my job. 


"You look surprised," he says, and I jerk my eyes towards 
him. 


I smile tentatively and try to answer as honestly and as 
respectfully as I actually can. "I didn't expect this. I...I 
thought this was just a ploy to get in my pants." I blush as I 
answer him, feeling terribly awkward and stupid. 


Mr. Reed smirks. I swallow and fight the urge to look away 
from him. "You thought I reserved this private dining room 
so I could feast on your flesh right here and now...tonight? 
And without even getting to know you first?" 


I blush. My thoughts didn't stray very far from there. But I 
wasn't going to admit it. I didn't have a death wish so I 


definitely wasn't going to tell my boss that I was thinking he 
might be some kind of depraved pervert. 


"I have plans for you, Dahlia. And I can guarantee one of 
them is you, spread eagle on my bed, while I lap at your 
sweetness. But I would never disrespect you by bringing to 
dinner just so I could try to get in your pants," he replies 
after seeing the look on my face. “Just hearing those words 
roll off my own lips makes me almost lose my appetite.” 


I’m red. Red-hot. I squeeze my thighs at his confession and 
then turn around in my chair, wondering how simple 
phrases from Rylan could manage to arouse me, and 
especially to this level. 


"The question is, Dahlia, do you want me to claim you?" 


I freeze. Of course I want him to take me just like I know he 
wants to...spread eagle and wild. I want to feel like a rag 
doll underneath him, his power overwhelming me in all 
ways...physically and emotionally. But I’m too concerned 
about the consequences. I don't want to be just another 
notch on his bedpost. And the last thing I want is lose my 
job because of lust. 


“Answer me, Dahlia. Do you want me to claim you?" 


"Yes," I say quietly, feeling the heat creep up on my face as 
my need immediately betrays the logical side of my brain. 
I’ve never had any man be so direct with me, not that I’d 
ever given them the opportunity to. 


"Why are you scared then?" Rylan asks. He pops a cherry 
into his mouth lazily, almost as if the conversation had no 
significance to him. I hate his nonchalance even though I 
already know from observation that it’s nothing but a ploy. 


"I don't want to put my career in danger. I don't want to be 
just another...fuck buddy for you," I hesitate before cursing 
and he picks up on it. I watch as his left lip lifts lazily into a 
smirk. 


"You're not going to be just another fuck buddy, Dahlia," he 
says, putting air quotes around just another fuck buddy. 
Then he continues. "There are no fuck buddies in my life, 
your words not mine by the way. Never has been and never 
will be. More importantly...You. Are. Mine...in all ways. I 
know you sensed this since we met, but you've been trying 
to lie to yourself. Now that you've finally admitted that you 
want me, I’m going to show you what you've been missing. 
And how do I know what you’ve been missing?” 


He lets the question hang in the air, demanding a reply. 


“How?” I ask, practically rolling my eyes. 


“Because one look at you and immediately I knew what I 
was missing...all my life. You.” 


Rylan starts stroking my finger, the motion strangely erotic, 
causing my breath to hitch. I don't know what to say to his 
little speech. I wanna jump in his arms but I still have some 
reservations. 


"What do you think about that?" 


"I..." I trail out. Then I frown. I’ve never done anything 
selfish, just for me and my own personal benefit and 
enjoyment. I always put others first, it’s just who I am...a 
giver. And it’s probably why I’m usually reserved and prefer 
book boyfriends over boys my own age, Kindles over 
conversation. 


Choosing to go home with Rylan would be the most selfish 
decision I’d ever made up to this point in my life, and I want 
to say yes. 


But as feral lust and logic battle it out in my head there’s 
one thing that I can’t get past. I understand the tough 
businessman that Rylan is, and the kind of world he 
operates in that’s created who he’s become over so many 
years...a world that’s shaped him. 


But deep down inside, I know he truly cares for me. This 
isn’t a selfish decision. This isn’t a “me” decision. This is an 
“us” decision. 


This isn’t for one night, not at all. This is so much more. This 
is an older man I can learn from, grow with, and in turn I'll 
show him that the bull in the China shop mildly arrogant 
personality doesn’t always win the day, especially not in the 
modern world we live in. People don’t just go to work for an 
employer anymore. They commute to a team to collaborate, 
sure for money to pay the bills, but more so for personal 
fulfillment if the right opportunity is available. 


“Yes,” I say directly, looking him right in the eye with utter 
conviction and confidence in my decision. 


"Good choice, Beautiful," he says, then presses the button 
that alerts the water to the table. 


My eyes skate from the hair on his chest that’s visible 
through the unbuttoned shirt, to the expanse of his throat 
and finally to those lips that seem like they’re always curved 
into a smirk. 


He’s watching me watch him and I blush when our eyes 
meet. "You're not going to regret this," he says, and I 


definitely hope I don’t. 


After the bill’s settled, one he pays without allowing us to 
split and sternly forbids me from ever asking about splitting 
a bill in his presence again, we walk out to the entrance and 
wait for the valet to bring his Ferrari. 


As we’re waiting, Rylan makes the most of the opportunity 
and gently places his lips on mine. This time his kiss isn’t as 
soft as the one he gave me in front of my house, but there’s 
a certain tenderness to it that can’t be put into words. But 
it’s also mixed with a foreshadowing of just how deep his 
hunger for me runs...especially as I lean into it and feel his 
rock hard cock poking me through his trousers. 


This is passionate. This is dominating. He pries my mouth 
open with his tongue, and with a gasp, I give in to him. I 
didn't realize just how much I needed this, how much I 
need him until he gives himself to me. 


He stops kissing me and looks down at me. "Did you enjoy 
that?" 


I nod, a little bit dazed after that blatant show of unbridled 
desire somehow mixed with sufficient control, especially 
considering we’re in public. He’s let me know just who is in 
control and who exactly calls the shots. 


We get into his car and I drum my fingers on my thigh in 
anticipation, my innocent but curious mind wandering, 
thinking of all the possible things he could do to me, with 
me. 


Before I realize it, we’re pulling into the underground 
parking garage of a very luxurious building. 


He parks in the back of the garage, with floors so clean his 
tires squeak, then helps me out of the deep bucket seat 


before leading me to a poorly lit corner of the parking 
structure. 


At first I’m nervous about his plans, until I see an 
elevator...but the sign next to it doesn’t exactly cause my 
nervousness to subside. 


He taps his hand against an electronic pad that says “No 
Admission” in bold red lettering, and his handprint lights up 
the touchscreen. I guess that warning sign applies to 
everyone else in life except one particular Mr. Reed, a 
pattern I’ve noticed with him and it didn’t take much 
observational skill to figure it out in the first place. 


He holds the door open for me before we shoot upwards, 
and seconds later he’s holding the door open for me again. 
But this time at what is very clearly the penthouse floor of a 
very, very nice apartment complex. 


I take in a deep breath and steel myself. I know he isn’t 
going to hurt me, not willingly at least. But how about 
unconsciously, when he loses the ability to rein in his 
desires. I would say his inhibitions too, but I don’t get the 
feeling he has any. At least not when it comes to me. 


As my mind starts wandering, he places a soft kiss on my 
neck and a moan escapes me. 


"Stop overthinking this and give yourself over to me,” he 
whispers into my ear, before nibbling at my lobe. 


“Only if you give yourself over to me in return,” I demand, 
finding my backbone and letting him know I’m not some 
pushover. 


“Ab-so-lutely. This is one hundred percent an equal two-way 
street. This is about me giving you pleasure, and getting 


pleasure from that in return.” 


"Okay," I answer. “Good. As it should be.” Then I close my 
eyes. 


“There’s no going back if we continue,” he warns. “This is 
your last chance if you’re having any doubts.” 


“Do you have any doubts?” I fire back. 


“The only question in my mind is why did it take me so long 
to find you in the first place. But now that I have, there’s 
absolutely no doubt in my mind, none, that you’re mine 
forever. But you have to feel the same.” 


I turn my head and go up on my tiptoes, grabbing him by 
the back of the neck and pulling his lips down to 
mine...hard. 


No doubts. Not a single one in the world. 


CHAPTER 10 


Rylan 


The look on Dahlia’s face tells me everything I need to 
know. But I also know she's inexperienced. And going fast, 
making her mine forever as soon as humanly possible, is 
just going to make her bolt. And that’s the last thing I’d 
ever want. This is about us forever, eternity. And no way I’m 
going to ruin my chance at having that with her before it 
even gets off the ground. 


"Mr. Reed?" she questions in that angelically sweet voice of 
hers. I take in the movement of her lips, so engrossed with 
how perfect they look to actually focus on what she’s saying. 


"Rylan," I correct huskily. Hearing my name from her mouth 
is something I’ll never get tired of. I can’t wait to have her 
moaning it from underneath, or better yet on top, of me. 


"Rylan," Dahlia says shyly and I fight the strong urge to kiss 
those pouty lips of her, and show her who exactly she 
belongs to. " Rylan..." 


I let out an inaudible groan then close the distance between 
us, placing my hand on her cheek, lifting her face so I can 
stare into those enchanting eyes of hers. 


“Dahlia, don't be scared. Say whatever you wanna Say." 


I watch her swanlike neck extend as she swallows, and for a 
brief moment, I wonder how it will feel when I shove my 
cock down her throat, fucking her face as I let her know in 
every way how much she belongs to me. 


I ignore my aching rod and focus on whatever Dahlia is 
trying to Say. 


"You said you wanted me," she states and cocks her head in 
one direction. 


I nod. 


"But you...you just...you're standing there, like you don't 
want... me or any of this. Why did you bring me here then?" 


I finally notice the frustration brewing in the depths of her 
beautiful eyes. If only she knew just how much I wanted 
her...the battle going on inside me to keep the caged animal 
from being set free with reckless abandon. 


I take her hand and lead it to my straining erection, feeling 
a somehow increasing surge of desire as soon as her hand 
touches my crotch. I can’t believe my need is still growing, 
thinking it wasn’t possible as I was already at the maximum 
level. 


She gasps as her grip tightens around my clothed shaft. 


"Feel how much I want you, Dahlia. Feel just how much I 
ache to take you and make you mine. How much I want to 
be inside you, to own you, to possess you." 


I hope my words haven't scared her, relieved as she licks 
her lips, then looks up at me and asks, "What are you 
waiting for?" 


Almost as if her words burst a dam on my self-control, I lean 
down and take her lips. There is nothing slow about the 
kiss. It is one of possession, one that tells her that she 
belongs to me. I own her. I want to brand her, to put my 
mark on her, in her. 


The kiss gives away Dahlia's inexperience, but what she 
lacks in skill, she makes up for in eagerness and 


enthusiasm. 


The fact that she’s inexperienced only makes me more 
possessive, knowing that I’m her teacher. That no other 
man has put his hand on her flesh...it makes me even 
madder with desire. 


"Feel what you do to me, Dahlia. See how much power over 
me you really have," I grunt, grinding my erection against 
her midriff. 


She grinds back against me and I groan. But with her 
inexperience and her shyness, I expected her attempts at 
responding to be much more tentative. 


I grab her waist and pull her closer to me, the feel of her 
generous cleavage against my chest exciting me even 
further. 


"Look just how well we fit," I whisper in-between kisses, 
"We were made for each other," I continue, then I nibble on 
her lip. 


Dahlia lets out a loud moan, and I realize we’re still against 
the door. I pull away from her slowly, but never lose contact, 
keeping her hand in mine. 


She opens her eyes, confused. 


I don't say a word, just taking her squeezing her hand and 
her eyes widen in realization. 


We walk to the bedroom in silence, our slow pace 
contradicting the desperate need I know we feel for each 
other. 


I make Dahlia face me, then I place a soft kiss on her lips. 
The passion I feel for her is urgent, but I need this to be 


more than just the physical. I want her to enjoy her first 
time, and I want to turn it into a moment that she will never 
forget. 


I slip her zipper down slowly, trailing my fingertips along 
her back as I do so. Keeping my eyes locked on her face, I 
need to see all her emotions. I have to see that look of 
pleasure sweep over her and know that I’m the one who put 
it there. 


Dahlia steps out of her dress and I suck in a breath. She. Is. 
Beautiful. She is so fucking breathtaking and I can’t wait to 
fully and completely make her mine. From her generous 
breasts, full and begging to be released from her bra, to get 
fully rounded hips that would put a plus-sized model to 
shame. 


I can’t wait until I pump my seed into her and exactly two 
hundred and eighty days later for a baby to come from 
those hips and into our world, making our little family of 
two grow by one member. The first of many, without a 
doubt. 


And each one of those days we’re waiting is going to be the 
most beautiful days of our lives, the anticipation, planning, 
and connection unlike anything known to man...at least to 
this man. Her man. 


"You're so fucking beautiful," I say in awe, then place a kiss 
on the top of her breasts. I unclasp her bra gently and 
watch as she swallows hard yet again. 


I don't wait for an additional physical response, instead 
leaning in and taking one of her nipples into my mouth. 
Dahlia gasps and grabs on to my hair, her fingernails 
digging into my scalp. 


I lift my head and smirk at her, then I suck on the other 
nipple, satisfaction coursing through me as I hear her 
breath become shallower and shallower. 


I lay her unto the bed, keeping my gaze, every ounce of my 
attention, fixated on her and only her. I could stare at her 
magnificent body all day and all night into eternity 


Dahlia returns my stare, then drops her line of sight shyly, 
blushing, her innocent and inexperienced side clearly 
taking over. I smirk yet again, wondering how she can be 
shy after our fervent make out session. 


I like it though...every last bit. Because it makes up who she 
is and what she’s so close to becoming...mine. 


I’m done waiting. Now it’s time to show her how good it 
feels to just give into me, as I do the same, bonding 
us...forever. 


CHAPTER 11 


Dahlia 


If you’d asked me how and where the night would end 
before Rylan arrived, I would have confidently said with me 
in my bed. Alone. 


But here I am, lying with my legs spread open with just 
panties on, my heart rate increasing as Rylan Reed stalked 
towards me with a predatory smirk on his face...about as far 
away from my bed as I could be. In his. 


And most certainly not alone. 


I can't bring myself to regret anything though. I want 
this... want him. And no matter how hard it is admitting 
that to myself, the realization that our chemistry has led, 
and will lead, to even more heated results has managed to 
banish all thoughts of regret or guilt. But it can’t seem to 
take away that feeling that I’m not enough. 


I’m quickly distracted though. 


Rylan stops at the foot of the bed, then he leans towards me 
and places a kiss on my belly button. I never expected him 
to be gentle. I don't know why, but I was thinking he’d take 
care of his needs first before mine. 


But it quickly appears that isn’t his plan at all. The only time 
he had betrayed his wild passion, and put his own desire 
first, was when he’d rubbed his hard erection against me. 


My breath comes in soft pants and I can't help but feel 
nervous when he drags my panties down. He’d already said 
I’m beautiful, yet still I don't want to disappoint him. I 


wanna please him in every way imaginable. After all, I am 
just an inexperienced and naive virgin. 


Rylan places another kiss on my navel, and whispers again, 
"You're beautiful." 


I'm nervous. I don't want this to end. But I don't know how 
to react either. 


Which responses are okay, and which aren’t? 


I’m consumed with this fear that Rylan will somehow find 
me lacking, and after today...tonight, that's the last thing I 
want. 


It's almost like he senses that I’m nervous. It’s probably my 
breath coming out in fast deep pants that clue him in. 


Rylan stops what he's doing and lets me go. Then he lays 
next to me and takes my hand in his. 


"Hey," Rylan says simply. It still feels weird calling him Rylan 
in my head...it still feels weird that I’m here with my boss in 
some regards. Ok, in a lot of ways. This isn’t a position I 
assumed I would be in any time soon. Yes, he’d given me a 
couple of looks before, looks that conveyed all the desire he 
had for me. But they didn't mean anything. 


At least in the moment I didn't think they did. 


"Hi," I say quietly, looking at him. I’m fully naked now, and I 
feel like covering myself up. But I know he won’t let me. 


"What's wrong?" he asks, and I sigh. 


"What if I'm not enough? What if this desire you have for 
me disappears after this?" I ask, choosing to take a brunt 
approach. 


I get scared when all he does is look at me. I almost feel like 
there’s something ominous about this silence. But I wait. 


CHAPTER 12 


Rylan 


I can’t take my eyes off Dahlia, wondering how she could 
even think I would stop wanting her one day. I take her face 
in my hands and look even deeper into her eyes, making 
sure that she realizes that all of the words I’m about to say 
are completely honest and heartfelt. 


"Dahlia, I wanted you as soon as you got into the office and 
sat in the waiting room. I wanted you and I wasn't thinking 
short term. I have never wanted another woman like I want 
you. And I don’t just want you, I need you in all ways. You. 
Are. Mine. And don't, not even for one second, think I would 
ever let you go after this. Never!" 


I steady myself, focusing in on and preparing for her 
response, making sure that she understands how serious 
I’m being. She isn't the type of woman a man can just 
whimsically use and discard, and absolutely no woman is for 
that matter. And anyone with a penis between his legs that 
thinks that way isn’t a real man in the first place, at least 
not in my book. 


She’s the type you want to start a family with from the 
moment you first find yourself lucky enough to be lucky 
enough to stumble upon a once in a lifetime girl like my girl 
is. 


And I can’t wait to watch as her belly grows round with my 
kids...our children. 


She’s the type of woman you can make love to all night 
long, hump like rabbits in-between, and still want to claim 


in the pool house ten years, twenty years, even one 
hundred years later. 


And all the while the beautiful family we’ll never tire of 
growing, by making more and more babies, is swimming 
and enjoying the life you’re able to provide for them no 
more than fifteen or twenty feet away. But they’re 
completely oblivious to the fact that mom and dad are still 
as hot for each other as they’ve ever been. So hot in fact 
that I have to cover my wife’s mouth just before she cries 
out as I fill her with more of my seed resulting in another 
brother or sister for the most cherished creatures on 
earth...our children. 


And maybe we get lucky and expedite the process the best 
way possible. Twins, triplets, or heck...why stop there? 
Quadruplets would be the greatest gift ever...now that I 
know I’ve finally found the one and only woman that’s 
meant for me. 


And because she’s mine I must, and will, always respect her, 
and never rush her into anything she’s not one hundred 
percent on board with. 


"If you're not ready, we could do something else. I don't 
want you to feel pressured into anything," I add. 


My dick is not gonna like that but I’m not going to force her. 
I need everything that happens to be completely 
consensual. I don't want her to have any regrets about our 
first night with each other. 


"I want this," she says so softly I almost miss it. 


I search her eyes for the truth and I see nothing but love 
and admiration. Those feelings are completely mutual. 


I let a lazy smirk take over my face, then I lean towards her 
and my lips come crashing down on hers. I kiss like her I’m 
making love to her, soft and slow, nice and hot. 


I thrust my tongue into her mouth and dominate it, loving 
how she’s an active participant in what’s already becoming, 
without a shadow of doubt, the best moment, physically, of 
my life. 


When I pull back, Dahlia’s staring at me with a wide-eyed 
look on her face. We’re both breathing slowly. It's like we 
both can’t believe just how intense that kiss was. 


"You're still clothed," she says, a blush covering her cheeks. 
So she's eager to see the body that belongs to her and only 
her. Good 


I stand and remove my clothes slowly, watching Dahlia’s 
upper teeth gently bite down on her lower lip before her 
tongue subtly sweeps across her lips. 


I can see the heat on her cheeks spreading, and not once do 
her eyes come off the body I’ve worked so hard to sculpt. I 
always thought I did it to remain healthy and look good, but 
now I know the real reason...to breed with her and make 
the best children possible. 


And that’s exactly what it’s time to do. 


I slide my fingers inside my boxers, moving them down and 
allowing my throbbing erection to spring free like a diving 
board the second after someone jumped. 


And I’ve jumped all right...head first into the best thing that 
ever happened to me...a life with her. 


Dahlia's eyes widen and she almost looks like a deer caught 
in headlights. I walk towards the bed and drag her slowly 


towards me, wrapping my arms around her curvy hips and 
pulling her towards the edge of the bed. I place a soft kiss 
on her inner thigh and feel insanely pleased when she 
whimpers. 


I kiss her again, even closer to her sopping wet pussy and I 
wonder how she could ever think I would think she wasn't 
enough. After this, there will be no room for doubts. 


She’s so, so, so much more than enough...she’s...everything. 


CHAPTER 13 


Dahlia 


"Rylan," I pant as soon as his tongue finally touches my 
pussy. He’s been teasing me, kissing and touching 
everywhere but where I want him to most. 


With each drag of his fingers over my goosebump-laden 
skin, my doubts are flying out the window. Every time he 
kisses me, I get confidence in whatever this was. It's like his 
caresses are sending me one message... "You're way 
fucking more than enough, you’re everything, and I want 
you woman! Forever." 


I’ve finally got the memo, and I need him to stop with the 
teasing. I try to widen my legs even more, but Rylan 
controls my movements. He holds my legs and waist captive 
in his powerful mitts, and the last thing I want is for him to 
relinquish control. 


Ryland continues licking up and down my folds, finding my 
nub and taking it into his mouth...twisting and turning it 
expertly. 


My hands grab at the sheets, balling them up in white- 
knuckle grips until suddenly I feel the tip of one of his digits 
press against my clit. 


A moan escapes me as my pussy clenches and only comes 
up with air. I’m pissed, needing the real thing. Needing his 
cock buried inside me once and for all. I need him to claim 
me, make me his, and bury his seed so deep inside me it’s 
still sliding out of me a week from Tuesday. 


"Rylan please," I beg breathlessly, clenching my toes like 
that’s going to change anything. 


“Please what, Dahlia?" he asks in that dangerously deep 
voice of his. It’s almost enough to make me go over the 
edge right here and now. 


My eyes, which had been squeezed shut like a vice grip was 
holding down my eyelids, open as my neck raises off the 
mattress and I look down at him...there. 


Between my legs, feasting on my flesh. 


He’s got this oh so mug look on his face, like he has me 
right where he wants me to be. 


"Please take me," I cry out in need. At this point, I don't 
care that I sound desperate. I am, but for him and only him. 
I need more. I need the cure to this addiction, and the only 
thing that will save me is his dick buried so far inside me it’s 
impossible to tell where one of us ends and the other 
begins. 


"Take you, Dahlia?" this infuriating man asks, then he slides 
one of his long fingers over my dripping entrance. I gasp. 


"Please Rylan." 


He stops torturing me, sort of, and slides one of his fingers 
into my wet hole. I moan, unconsciously clenching my pussy 
around his thick, calloused, digit. 


He adds another finger and does it ever spread me open 
more than I knew I was ready for. It’s a bit weird having the 
feeling of something foreign inside me for the first time. But 
no matter how strange it feels, I can’t feign the undeniable 
pleasure that surges through me as he starts pumping his 
fingers in and out of me. 


And that’s all it takes, causing a wave to wash over me and 
my body to flop like a fish out of water as my hole clamps 
down on his two digits as I scream the name of the man 
who has just taken me to heights I never imagined could 
exist. 


When I come down from my orgasmic high, he’s staring at 
me like always, a smirk on his face which is also right in line 
with his mannerisms. I blush as he slowly and carefully 
slides his fingers out of me and sucks on them, causing me 
to feel even more aroused. 


Immediately, I feel empty. I want more of him. I need him 
inside me again, but this time...the real thing. 


"Rylan..." I start, trailing out. I don't need to say another 
word. Rylan reaches up and takes me into his arms, kissing 
me deeply. I moan into the kiss, and feeling bold, I wrap my 
arms around his neck and pull him closer. I can feel his rock 
hard cock against my midriff and it has my heart thrusting 
against my ribcage even harder. 


Rylan doesn't break the kiss as he pushes my legs open and 
positions his dick against my wanton pussy. I widen them 
even further to accommodate him, and in one thrust, he 
buried himself deep in me. 


My first urge is to pull away but he holds me down. The 
pain is unimaginable. I knew my first time wouldn’t exactly 
be comfortable, but I never imagined that it would feel like 
someone was ripping me in half. And it didn't help that 
Rylan was equipped with a more than plentiful supply of 
extremely thick, massive inches. 


"Hey, baby, look at me," Rylan says. I lift my head up and 
follow his orders, hoping that the tears that want to fall out 


aren't visible. 


He kisses my forehead. "It'll go away," he reassures me, 
then as if to distract me, he takes my lips. I get into the kiss 
when he thrusts again, his dick going even deeper than the 
first time. I tense. No matter what he says, it’s still painful. 
The pleasure I’d felt against his fingers is nowhere to be 
found. 


"Relax," he whispers after pulling away from the kiss. “It’s 
gonna be a little painful, but it’s gonna hurt so good real 
soon if you just breathe into it. Believe me, baby. I’d never 
hurt you.” He pauses, and I nod, letting him know it’s safe 
to continue. 


And that’s exactly what he does, sliding a hand between us 
and puts his thumb on my clit. He rubs on that little bundle 
of nerves until I find myself relaxing, accommodating him 
unconsciously. 


He was right. It does hurt, but now in a good kinda way that 
sends endorphins rushing through every square inch of my 
insides, and causing my skin to burn with a kind of heat that 
spikes my adrenaline even more. 


Rylan rocks his hips into mine again and this time around 
the pain isn’t as intense. It’s faded considerably and all 
that’s left is a mildly uncomfortable feeling, before another 
possessive thrust. 


"Faster," I murmur, looking into his eyes. 


Rylan's gaze searches mine intensely. "Are you sure? I don't 
want to hurt you." 


"Yes, I'm sure Rylan. Please...let the beast inside you out. I 
want to feel all your power. I want to know what it’s like to 
truly be yours," I beg, ready to experience the entirety of 


what he has to offer. Ready to send him over the edge and 
his creamy gift to fill me and make me whole. 


"As you wish, baby," he grunts, making it obvious that he’s 
been holding back. 


Rylan juts into me hard, causing me to moan in an octave I 
didn’t know I was aware of reaching as I bury my head into 
his muscular chest. He starts rocking faster and faster, and 
I hold on to him, gasping with each thrust of his hips. The 
pain is practically gone now, and all I can think of is how 
much I want him to go faster, deeper, harder. 


"Rylan," I moan, when he goes deeper than I ever imagined 
humanly possible. I hadn’t had a lot of fantasies but this was 
going way beyond my wildest imagination. I close my eyes 
and my mouth drops open, as this man, my boss, pummels 
into me in a way that satisfies me completely...except for 
that one final piece of the puzzle that I feel is rapidly is 
approaching. 


"Oh fuck," I whisper. "Oh fuck yeah," I repeat again, but this 
time around it comes out as a moan. I scream as my orgasm 
hits me, pressing my fingers into Rylan's back. 


"Rylan!" I call out as he continues thrusting, the pleasure 
increasing as his tempo goes faster and faster. 


"Fuck, I'm coming," Rylan grunts, and he rocks even more 
aggressively into me before his body stills and I feel him 
erupt inside me, filling me completely. 


Our bodies convulse in unison and I feel like I’m floating 
until I’m brought back to the moment when he lifts up my 
head and kisses me. The way his mouth claims me is hard 
and possessive, and it lasts until he pumps the last bit of his 


seed into me, even after I thought he’d completely 
exhausted every ounce he had. 


We lay there for a while, both of us basking in the 
aftermath. "I didn't think it was going to be like that," I say, 
breaking the silence. 


Rylan turns those amused eyes on me, his familiar smirk 
already well in place. "How did you think it was gonna to 
be?" 


"I didn't think you were going to fit, for starters," I whisper, 
feeling a little bit foolish saying the words. Rylan's smirk 
widens. "And I didn't think it was going to be that...intense," 
I add. 


Rylan says nothing, instead choosing to place a kiss on my 
tousled hair. 


"Is it always like that? Mind-blowing?" I ask, as he lifts me 
up. I go to protest saying I can walk, but one look from him 
makes the words die a quick death in my throat. Besides, I 
don't actually think I can walk. My legs feel like jelly. 


"No baby. We were made for each other. I told you," he says 
simply, as if it’s the most obvious thing in the whole world to 
him. "I knew it would be this way since the first moment I 
laid eyes on you. You’re my woman, Dahlia. And I'm not 
letting you go." 


I blush and hide my smile by burying it into his chest. I’ll 
never get tired of hearing those words come out of his 
mouth. I don't know how to return the sentiment without 
turning into a stuttering mess, so I kiss his neck softly. 
Rylan's answering pinch on my butt lets me know he 
understands every unspoken word I wish I could utter right 
now. But why speak at a time like this? It’s better to just 


enjoy this amazing moment, not to mention no words could 
ever do it justice...it...our love for each other. 


CHAPTER 14 


Dahlia 


It's been eight weeks...eight weeks since Rylan and I 
became one for the first time. With each passing day I feel 
even closer to him, more connected. 


Some days it seems like we’ve known each other for years, 
completing each other’s sentences and bringing one 
another drinks and food just when the other’s stomach 
growls for the first time. We literally are “the answer” for 
each other, the complete compliment to one another’s 
personalities and lives, in every way. 


And now we have a life together. 


I feel so comfortable around him that sometimes I get 
scared of how easily I’m falling for him. Or, if I'm being 
truthful, how quickly I’ve already fallen for him. 


Rylan takes every opportunity to tease me in the office. 
Contrary to what I thought, being with him didn't make 
things at the office more complicated. Now they’re just a 
little more interesting...and steamy. 


So often during the course of our workday I feel his eyes on 
me, and every time I look up and blush, he sends me a dirty 
text or popup notification on my screen that tells me exactly 
what he has planned for later. And later is often seconds 
later...across his desk, in the elevator, the storage 
closet...nowhere’s off limits. 


But it doesn’t end there. 


The looks I’d always though we're smoldering in the 
beginning had nothing on the ones he was giving me now. 


Rylan didn't care about where we were either. 


He’d tell me exactly what he wanted to do to me. Any time. 
Any place. Anywhere. 


Just yesterday he whispered into my ear, in no uncertain 
terms, to go into the bathroom and remove my clothes so he 
could take me at the five-star restaurant in-between our 
mouth-watering meal and my way too chocolaty dessert. I 
was all the dessert he ever needed or wanted, he promised. 


And did he ever lick me from head to toe. 


Right now we’re in a board meeting, and I can feel his eyes 
on me as usual. I don't want to look at him because Ill blush 
and I have a feeling that every time I do so someone will be 
able to guess my thoughts. 


It sounds banal, but I’m terrified. Rylan’s treated me with 
nothing but adoration...but those doubts in my mind that I 
thought had gone away have come back with full force. I 
keep waiting for the other shoe to drop. I keep dreading the 
moment that he’ll tell me he’s bored of me. And I don't 
know what I’d do because I’ve grown to love him too much. 


So I started pulling away from him in ways he wouldn't 
notice. I didn't spend as much time at his apartment any 
longer. I know it’s stupid and probably hurtful to him 
because I was starting to be a bit distant with no 
explanation. But I need to protect myself. Especially since 
he’s in a position of power over me already. 


As soon as the board meeting’s dismissed, I make to high 
tail it outta there like everyone else. But Rylan has other 
plans. 


"Ms. Dahlia Stevens, stay back," he drawls. 


I swallow hard. 


Usually, I give him the minutes from our meetings after I’ve 
had time to properly put them together, and deliver them 
professionally to him in his office. 


But never in the boardroom. 


I ignore the daggers some of the exiting members of the 
meeting are hurling my way with there looks as I walk back 
into the room towards him. 


He gestures at me to sit, and as his subordinate I comply. 
But he doesn't look at me, which causes my nerves to start 
racing and my palms to sweat. The air is thick enough to cut 
with a butter knife, and only grows denser as he waits for 
the last of the bodies to file out so he can tell me whatever 
he made me stay back for. 


Once the room is completely empty, Rylan finally looks at 
me...his gaze burning holes right through me. 


When I look away in response, he reaches for my chin, 
holding it in place as he forces me to acknowledge his 
presence with my vision firmly squared on him. 


"You've been avoiding me," he growls, after he's already 
intimidated me enough with his searing look. I blush, 
knowing he’s obviously right. My actions weren’t exactly as 
unnoticeable as I was hoping they might be by slowly 
distancing myself versus just sort of falling off a cliff, in 
terms of communication outside the office. 


"I haven't..." I try to lie but my voice breaks and it gives me 
away. I clear my throat and clench my neck as I force my 
head to try and turn as I look away. 


Rylan doesn't say anything, but I can feel him staring at me. 


Finally I look at him, yet he still doesn't say a word. A 
telltale blush appears on my cheeks and I swallow. 


"We're going home together at the end of the workday. And 
I’m going to slide my hungry cock inside that pussy of yours 
that I know is just as needy for me as I am for you. And I’m 
going to continue doing so until you tell me why you think 
it's funny to avoid me," Rylan states flatly, leaning towards 
me. 


Then he sits back in his chair and says, "You can leave now." 


I look at him in disbelief but I have no choice but to go out 
of the boardroom. Letting out a sigh, I close my eyes then 
head towards the office. I know I’ll be counting the seconds 
till it's time for me to finally leave, or rather for Rylan and I 
to finally leave the office. Together. 


CHAPTER 15 


Rylan 


My eyes take in Dahlia through the screen, drinking her up 
as she looks up nervously from time to time. Good. I want 
her to get worked up before we reach the apartment and I 
fuck the attitude out of her. I didn’t find it funny the first 
few days when she apparently decided she was going to try 
and start avoiding me. And any “appeal” her cute little 
game might have had for her needs to end. Pronto. 


I won’t have my woman trying to play hide and seek games 
with me. Those are games that we play together, with our 
future children. 


More importantly, I need to find out why she’s acting the 
way She is, resolve it, and remind her that we are one. 
United. Always. 


At exactly five p.m., I march over to her desk causing her to 
look up. Her eyes widen and she starts packing up her 
things. I stop her and pack her stuff myself, saying nothing. 


As I prepare everything, I hide my pain from the way she 
looks back at me with fear in her eyes. I may have reverted 
to shades of my former self, my former behavior, with her in 
the conference room earlier, but those kinds of actions 
aren’t appropriate to direct towards woman of my dreams. 
We’re equals, standing tall side by side. Together. 


I lead us toward the elevator, and she doesn't say a thing. 
Until we reach the car. 


"Are you going to kill me and bury my body somewhere?" 
Her tone is seething and sarcastic. Good. 


"No. I’m going to fuck you until you realize that you’re my 
woman and that you can't just take it upon yourself to 
choose to avoid me for absolutely no good reason." 


Silence. 


I don't mind it, because the look in her eyes telegraphs that 
she’s no longer scared or intimidated. And her snappy little 
remark, her feistiness, only backs it up...and makes my cock 
throb hard in my trousers. 


My little angel’s showing her teeth, and her backbone. 


There’s only more silence until we get to my apartment. But 
before she has the chance to say anything, the moment we 
enter I turn her around and kiss her hard, pinning her 
against the wall. 


Just as quickly as I started, I stop...pulling away. Dahlia 
pants so I kiss her again, which causes her to moan, which 
only spurs me on even more. 


I lift her skirt, happy about the fact she wore this amazing 
curve-hugging garment and not her usual slacks. She looks 
incredible no matter what she’s got on, but I like nothing 
more than seeing those athletic legs as she glides across 
the floor of my office. 


Nothing more except when she’s got on my favorite outfit of 
all...me on top of every inch of her skin, our two naked 
bodies coming together as one. And that’s exactly where 
this is headed right now if I’ve got anything to say about it. 


I shift her panties to the side and thrust two fingers into her 
already wet pussy. 


Dahlia grinds against me and I grunt. I want to be inside 
her. I need to be inside her. Now. 


I remove my fingers from her pussy and open my fly, 
straining to pull out my hard as a steel pipe rod. 


Dahlia takes in each and every one of my movements, her 
short breaths clearly audible. 


The instant my dick springs free, I rub the tip of my crown 
against her hole, lubricating me for what I need to do. 


Her face squeezes towards its center and her eyes slam 
shut in anticipation of the pleasure the way we’re meant to 
share it...together always. 


I continue along this path for a while, ignoring my own 
needs. Teasing, rubbing, not allowing her to come. She's 
whimpering against me and her pussy is dripping. I want to 
sink myself into her warm heat but I need her to talk to me. 


"Why did you avoid me?" I ask, still teasing. I rub my dick 
across her clit and she tightens her grip around my 
shoulders. 


“Rylan please," she begs, closing her eyes again. 


“Open your eyes, Dahlia. Why did you start avoiding me?" I 
repeat. I'm not going to let her off the hook so easily. 


Dahlia widens her legs and begs me with her eyes. Usually I 
would give in. But not today. 


"Please," she whimpers, as my dick rubs over her nub of 
pleasure again and again." Please, fuck me." 


"Talk to me and I will." 


“Because I love you!" she finally screams, and my body 
comes to a screeching halt. 


"What?" 
"I love you Rylan. I was scared..." 


I grow angry, burying my dick into her in one thrust. "That’s 
why?" I grunt in between thrusts. "I love you too, Beautiful. 
I’m crazy about you." 


Her eyes go wide. "Really?" Dahlia asks breathlessly. 


"Really," I say, placing a soft kiss on her lips. Suddenly, 
fucking her against the door doesn't feel right. I slip out of 
her, ignoring her displeasure, before I carry her bridal style 
into the bedroom and drop her gently on the bed. 


I remove my clothes quickly then I get to work on hers. I 
have no time foreplay. Not today. I need to be inside her, 
and seconds later that’s exactly where I am again...where I 
belong. Home. 


Home not because we’re in an apartment that I hold the 
title to, but home because we're here, together where we'll 
build a family. 


"I love you," I whisper, then I place a kiss on her lips. I 
pump my hips back and forth, going even faster as she 
moans out my name. 


"I'm coming," she screams, and almost on queue, my balls 
pull up and my own orgasm shoots through me as well. 


I grunt as I deposit my seed in her, feeling a deep sense of 
satisfaction as I see the absolute look of pleasure on her 
face. 


"I love you," I repeat yet again, making sure she knows it 
with one hundred percent certainty, before she kisses my 
chest, not needing words to convey her complete 
understanding of what it means to be mine. 


"I love you too," she says. 


I can’t wait to see her walking down the aisle with her 
father, ready to honorably and dutifully give her away to me 
in marriage. Truth be told, it’s a mere formality. She’s 
already mine, and has been since day one. 


Her dad’s gonna know I’m the singular man on this planet 
that’s custom made just for her, if he doesn’t know it 
already. I’m the only man on earth who can love her, protect 
her, and treat her as if she’s the best thing to ever grace 
the universe. 


Because that’s exactly what she is. 


I can’t wait to see her swelled up and pregnant, knowing 
I’m the only one who’s ever run a single finger across her 
perfect, creamy skin, let alone who knows what it’s like to 
be inside her...her body, her mind, and her soul. 


Because that’s exactly what she is to me...everything. 


EPILOGUE 


Dahlia 


Rylan has been busy all day. Every time I ask, he says it's a 
surprise. But it's okay because I also have a surprise for 
him. And I already know that he’ll be even more pleased to 
hear about mine. 


At least I hope. 


We have been together for about six month, and apart from 
the small hiccup of me trying to avoid him, it truly is bliss. 
I’m the happiest woman on Earth, when I’m in Rylan’s 
arms. I’m his woman. He’s my man. And I’m confident this is 
forever...that those big strong arms of him will never let me 
go, not that I ever want to. This is for eternity, and it 
couldn’t be more perfect. 


Life at the office is also going great as I continue to work as 
Rylan's PA. I refused a promotion because I wanted to grind 
my way to the top and that’s exactly what I'm doing. I don't 
want anyone to feel that I moved up within the office 
hierarchy due to anything other than my own merit. No way 
am I going to give anyone gossip fodder, any nonsense, 
where they can say I got to the top just because I got on top 
of the boss first. 


Although being on top of him is definitely one of my favorite 
places to be. 


"Come," Rylan says as he enters the bedroom where I am, 
summoning me somewhere else. I look up and take his 
outstretched hand even though I’m a bit puzzled. Rylan’s a 
very straightforward man and he hates surprises. So if he 
organized all this, then it's definitely something special. 


We get into the car and after a while, he blindfolds me, 
claiming he doesn't want me to see the surprise until the 
perfect moment. I don't mind. The anticipation is the best 
part. 


"I love you," he says randomly as I feel his big hand engulf 
mine, causing a smile to wash over my face. 


"I love you too." How had I ever thought of him as being so 
intimidating? My man is the softest, kindest, and gentlest to 
me in the right moments. And of course he’s not at all 
gentle in the moments where that’s the last thing we both 
want. 


Exhibit a. being in the boardroom, where he’s still 
predictably ruthless when it came to negotiating and 
getting the best for our company, while still making sure the 
deal was fair for both side. 


Exhibit a. being in the bedroom, when his hand comes down 
hard across my globes, punishing me for my 
“transgressions” like not giving him one hundred kisses 
before quitting time at the office. 


"We're here," he says, interrupting my thoughts. Seconds 
later he’s carefully helping me out of our Ferrari, before he 
Scoops me up and carries me to where in the world I have 
no clue. 


I hear the crunch of his boots on nature’s surface and I 
have to ask. 


“Aren't I heavy?” 
“Light as a feather.” 


“Come on. You can put me d—” 


“Stop with the nonsense, woman,” he commands, his breath 
not at all changed from its usual cadence. I shrug my 
shoulders and I quickly fall back into enjoying the moment. 


And just a few moments later Rylan is carefully placing me 
on my feet before slowly removing the blindfold from my 
eyes. I blink a few times as I regain sight. 


There are lanterns everywhere and next to each lantern is a 
dahlia, causing me to fight the urge to cry. When I turn 
back around, ready to throw my arms around him, he’s on 
one knee holding...a ring. 


"Dahlia, you know how much I love you, Baby. I’m not a 
romantic man, or at least I wasn’t until I met you. But now, 
thinking up ways to surprise you and put smiles on your 
face each and every day for the rest of our lives, together, 
consumes my thoughts. For you I would do anything. For 
me I just ask for one thing. One word.” He pauses. “Will you 
marry me?" 


I can't get the words out so I nod, as the tears flow down 
my cheeks. 


"Thank you, Jesus," he says in relief, looking up at the sky. A 
half laugh half snort escapes me as a sort of unconscious 
reflex response, thinking how in the world could he have 
ever thought I’d ever consider not continuing our journey 
through this crazy little thing called life...together. 


He carefully slides the ring on my finger, as if this prized 
possession made of gold is symbolic of what’s really his 
most prized possession in the world. Me. 


Just like he is for me. Mine. 


"Now babies," he adds, wiggling his eyebrows with a smirk. 


I smile softly and playfully slap his chest. "About babies..." I 
start and Rylan looks alarmed. 


"What about them?" he asks. 


"Incoming!" I blurt out, causing his mouth to drop open. It’s 
one of those very, very rare times he’s ever at a loss for 
words, and it makes my chest swell with pride that my 
words render him speechless. 


But it’s not because it was me saying them, but because of 
what they represent. Us. The three of us. “In T-minus seven 
months,” I add. 


"Are you serious? A baby? Our baby?" 


"Yes," I nod frantically, just as excited as he is. “And what do 
you mean our baby. You know you're the only one I’ve ever 
been with.” 


“Damn right, and that’s how it’s gonna stay...forever. Just 
like us. Together forever.” He cups my face in his hands, 
before continuing. "I love you," he says with unbridled 
intensity, before repeating it over and over and over again. 
"My God, how much I love you." 


I breathe in his cologne as he takes me into his arms and I 
smile. I wouldn’t trade this moment for anything in the 
world. 


And in seven months, our own little world is about to be 
flipped upside down. Or more accurately, made perfect...yet 
again. 


Thanks to him. 


My love. My life. My boss. 


My everything. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Rylan 


“Dad!” Ava hollers out as she kicks the giant inflatable 
“Easter egg” my direction. 


I let it bounce of my chest, to the delight of my children, 
then continue moving it toward the makeshift goal we’ve 
set up this Easter morning. 


I shoot Evelyn a look, letting her know the ball is coming 
her way, and sure enough...she takes my pass and kicks in 
in for another goal. 


Without a doubt I love all my children, but for some reason I 
have a special connection with that little bugger. 


Our quadruplets, Ava, Brooklyn, Charlotte, Evelyn and I all 
huddle up as we discuss our strategy, while Dahlia and the 
boys, Ryan, Ryker, Ryder, and Ryland huddle up on the 
other side. 


With our quads, we went right down the line, selecting 
names that started with A, B, C, skipping D since Dahlia had 
already claimed this letter, just like she’d claimed my heart, 
and jumped to E. 


With our boys? Well, I’m so darn proud of them I basically 
named them all as close to my name as I could without 
naming any of them after me directly. Is it possible to have 
four Junior’s of yourself? I guess George Foreman, the 
retired boxer, and his sons would know better than I do. 


Dahlia gives me a look and the two of us break the huddle, 
moving inside to prepare our home for Easter brunch. 


Brunch? Who would’ve thought I’d ever have words like 
that in my lexicon? Then again who thought I’d ever be the 
luckiest guy in the world, the one with my woman, my 
everything. Dahlia, my flower who’s always in full bloom. 


“Happy Easter, Mama Rabbit,” I say, wrapping my arms 
around her waist as we enter the kitchen through the back 
patio. 


“Happy Easter, Papa Rabbit.” 
“Did you find all your...eggs?” 


“There are two I still haven’t quite, shall we say...found, 
yet.” 


“Well, now that we have the house to ourselves for a couple 
of minutes, let me help you.” 


“Oh, I don’t need any help,” she says, sliding her hands 
down my pants and cupping my balls. “I know right where 
these two eggs are at all times. They’re responsible for 
those eight bundles of joy that the Easter Bunny’s friend, 
the stork, have brought us.” 


“You know only a few more and we’ve got enough for an 
entire soccer team. We can just sit on the back deck, sip 
lemonade, and cheer on the next generation of...us.” 


“Ryland!” she pleads, in-between passionate kisses as we 
finish sliding out of our clothes, while I slide the lock on the 
back patio shut. “Do you know how hard it is going into 
labor eight times?” 


“Only five,” I say, twisting her around and entering her from 
behind as she moans out in pleasure. 


“Oh no you don’t! Each one of the girls counts as one. It’s 
not one visit just because we had four children in one go 
around.” 


“See, we've got it in our blood. We’ve had quads, twins, and 
if we get triplets then we’re done...a perfect eleven to field 
a team.” 


“You’re incredible,” she huffs, as she braces herself against 
the kitchen counter. 


I lose control as I always do with my woman, nearing 
completion already. There’s just something about these 
spontaneous sessions where we’re hiding from the kids that 
just elevates things even more...not that I need any extra 
kick at all. 


“My ass must look like the same cottage cheese we’re 
serving at lunch with the deviled eggs,” she says, 
frustratedly in short intervals. 


“Your ass looks as round and as perfect as the peaches that 
will be right next to them, Baby.” Then I feel it. “I’m right 
there. You close?” 


“Uh huh,” she grunts, and just like that we climax in 
rhythm, my body quickly slumping over the top of hers. 
Even after fifteen years I love collapsing on top of my wife 
after reminding her who she belongs to. And I remind her a 
lot. 


“You really wanna have more kids with me, Rylan?” 


I reach around, grabbing her chin and turning her head 
back towards me as much as I can. “What kind of crazy 
question is that?” 


“We've been going at this for fifteen years. Surely you...I 
mean, well. You’re a guy. You can lift weights and run 
around after the kids. I’m stuck in the kitchen with my body 
expanding and contracting, well somewhat contracting, 
every few years or so. I was just thinking—” 


“Don’t think. Feel,” I say, sliding my hand over her mouth 
and turning her body to face me. 


I allow my eyes to skate down her front and I swear I’m still 
hard as a rock inside her, even though I just finished 
seconds ago. No doubt we could keep right on keeping on 
as far as I’m concerned. 


“You know what I feel like?” she says, a smile finally 
washing over her face. 


“Like you should. Loved. Protected. Cherished. Mother to 
the most beautiful children in the world. Wife to the luckiest 
guy to ever set foot on the face of the planet. And 
homemaker to the best Easter brunch the word’s ever 
seen.” 


A moment passes and we both say nothing until finally she 
just says, with the look of complete relaxation covering her 
face and taking over her body language...” Yours.” 


“Good, because that’s what you'll always be.” 


Suddenly the sound of multiple hands slapping against the 
patio door ring out. 


“Oh crap! They’re right there.” 


We slide into our clothes as the kids call out, practically in 
unison, “We know where the last egg is! We figured it out.” 


We get dressed and try and pat down our clothes. I give 
Dahlia an extra minute to fluff up her hair and then the 
knocks just overtake us, like a hungry army approaching 
the gate. 


I slide it open, yet before it’s barely open wider than the 
width of me, the first two kids come scurrying through, 
followed by the rest...and then our two dogs Max and Rex 
not far behind. 


“The whole cavalry’s come,” Dahlia says, and we both bust 
up laughing. 


We embrace in a hug and seconds later Ryker’s the one 
embracing something that has the kids all smiling...the last 
Easter egg. 


“How’d you find it?” 


“Last year you told us when you were a kid, there was 
always one in your dad’s house slipper,” little Brooklyn says. 


“And you said,” Ryan begins, looking at his mom, “that there 
was always one in the sugar bowl, every year, when you 
were a kid.” 


“So we did the math and we found out that it had to be one 
or the other,” Charlotte concludes. 


“Addition by subtraction,” Ryland, whose name is often 
confused with my own, piles on top. 


“Whaddya know about addition by subtraction,” I say, 
scooping up as many of my kids as I can at once, to screams 
of joy. 


The rest of them tackle ol’ dad, and before you know it 
we're all on the living room floor pretend wrestling around, 


having the best time ever. 


But that’s what we always say. I guess it’s because we 
always do. 


Best. Time. Ever. 


Yeah, that’s exactly what this Easter is, and I’m sure next 
Easter will somehow, miraculously, find a way to top this 
Easter. 


Every holiday every year just seems to pull it off. 


But I’m the one who pulled off the biggest heist of all time, 
because when I put a diamond on my woman’s ring I stole 
her from the rest of the men in the world, forever. 


We found a lot of Easter eggs already this morning, but the 
most important thing I ever found was love. 


And that starts and ends with her, and the eight children 
that make our life the absolute best it could be. 


Eight is enough? Nah, we’re just getting warmed up. 


Spring has sprung, the grass has riz’, I wonder where the 
flowers is...right? 


I’m sprung all right. And definitely part of me has risen to 
the occasion three times already this morning. 


And I’ve got my flower, every day for the rest of my life. And 
there’s only one flower for me. 


My Dahlia. 
“T love you,” I say indiscriminately to everyone in the room. 


“We love you too, dad!” 


“Happy Easter...family.” 
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Happy Easter and thanks for reading! 
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